
Exeunt. 


lie Tragedies 

More welcome is the Broke ofdeath tome. 

Than Bullingbrooke to England, Lords farewell. 

Greene My comfort is, thathcauen will take ourfoulcs. 
And plague iniufbce with the paines of hell, 

Bui. My Lord Northumberland, fee them difpatcht; 
Vncle, you fay the Quteene is at your houfe, 

For Gods fake fairely lethcr be intreated, 

Tel her I fend to her my kinde commends; 

Take fpecialcaremy greetings be dehucred. 

Yorke A gentleman of mine 1 haue dilpatcht, 

With letters of your loue to her at large. 

Bui. Thankes(gentlc vncle:)Comc Lords, away, 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to wor' 

Enter the King AHmcrle.Carleil.&c. 

King Barkloughly caftle call they this at hand; 

Aum. Yea my Lord, How brookes your Grace the ayre 
After your late tofiing on the breaking fea»; 

King Needcs mud I like it well, 1 weepe for ioy, 

To ftand vpon my kingdome once againe: 

Deere earth I do falutc thee with my hand, 

Though rebels w ound thee with their horfeshoofes: 

As a long parted mother with her childe* 

Playes fondly with her teares and fmiles in meeting; 

So yveeping, fmiling grecte I thee my earth, 

And do thee fauours with my royal l hands; 

I eedc not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweetes comfort his rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome. 

And heauy-gafedtoadcs lie in theyr way. 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feete. 

Which with vfurpmg flcps dotramp’e thee, 

Ycelde Hinging nettles to mine enemies: 

And when theydiomthyboforne plucke a flower, 

Guard it I pray thee witlia lurking Adder, 

Whofe double tongue may. wyth aimortall touch, 
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King Richard the fecend. 

Throwe death vpon thy foueraignes enemies, 

Mockc not my fcncele* coniuration Lords, 

Thu earth fhall haue a feeling, and thefe ftones, 

Prouc armed (ouldiers ere her natiue King, 

Shall faulter vnder foulc rebellions armes. 

Carl. Feare not my Lord, that power that made you king, 
Hath power to keepc you king in fpight ofal), 

The meancs that heauens yeeld muft be imbrae’e 
And not ncgleffed. Elfc heauen would. 

And we will not, heauens offer, we refufe, 

The profered tneanes of fuccors and redrefle. 

Awn. He tneancs my L 01 that we are too rcmifTc, 

Wliilft Bulli ngbrooke through our fecurity, 

Gro wes ftrong and great in fubflancc and in power. 

King Difcomfortable Coofen knowft thou not. 

That when the fearching eie of heauen i i hid, 

Behinde the globe that lights the lower world, 

Then thecues and robbers range abroad vnfeene. 

In murthers and in outrage bouldy here. 

But when from vnder this terreflriall ball, 

He fires the proud tops ofthe cafternc pines, 

And dartes his light through euery guilty hole, 

Then murthers, treafons and detefted finnes. 

The cloake ofnightbeing pluckt from off their backs, 

Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues ? 

So when this thiefe, tins traitor Bullingbrooke, 

Who al 1 this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whilft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs riling in our throne the caft, 

His treafons will fit blufhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the fight of day, 

But felfe affrighted tremble at his finne, 

Not all the water in the rough rude fea. 

Can wafhthebalme off from anannointedKing, 

The breath of worldly men cannot depute. 

The deputy defied by the Lord, 

For cuery map that Bullingbrooke hath preft, 
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